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Author's Notes: 
RATED R: Adult Content € Language. This is ADULT, not suitable for children. It\'s just a fun story with 


different dreams for each member of the band. 


The catered affair at the hotel for Def Leppard wasn't anything less than spectacular. They had every kind of 


food imaginable and the Guinness was plentiful. 


The boys ate and drank until they felt like they'd bust if they ate or drank one more of anything. They rode 
the lift to the fourth floor of their hotel room in Phoenix Arizona, tired and stuffed. 


Sav ate more than his share of his favorite dish Peppered sausages and drank lots of Guinness. Phil ate a few 
platefuls of salad and vegetarian lasagna. Joe ate six to seven burgers and a pile of fries, enough to feed a 
small army. 


Rick feasted on the same things as Phil, only he drank glasses of diet sodas and water. Viv ate the same as 


Phil but twice as much and topped it off with Guinness and breadsticks. 


"God, if | see one more hamburger, I'm going to scream." Joe moaned, holding his stomach as they exited the 
elevator and walked down the long corridor toward their hotel suites. 


Phil felt the best of the lot but still had ate too much and his stomach felt like it sloshed from having drunk 


so much club soda. Grinning, he looked at his mates who looked literally green in the gills. 


"I told you guys you were eating too much but you don't listen to reason. Don't be surprised if you have 
nightmares, the lot of ya" He scolded, not knowing that each of them were about to have their own 
nightmares, all at the same time. 


"Bite me Collen" Sav groaned, hearing his stomach gurgle and growl in protest of the greasy sausages he'd 


consumed. 


Viv grinned, then moaned as his own stomach reminded him that he'd done more than his share of feasting 


and he too wouldn't be spared the ordeal of a heavy nightmare. 


"We'll sleep it off and feel better in the morning.” Rick said hopefully as each began going to their own doors 
and entered their respective suites. 


Joe did a quick brush of his teeth with crest Cinnaburst and walked back to his bed, slipping off his pants and 
climbed naked into his bed. 


Groaning, the sheets felt wonderfully cool against his bare skin and he closed his eyes. He thought about the 
hot little number he'd seen at the bar earlier tonight and grinned, feeling his member grow hard when he 
pictured her full breasts that practically fell out of her dress when she'd bend over, not to mention the very 
short skirt that hugged her luscious ass. 


Moaning, Joe now felt horny and he didn't have anyone with him. He'd have asked her up to his room, had it 
not been for the fact she had a husband but it didn't stop him from looking. 


Closing his eyes, he tried to ignore the painfully raging hard on but since he couldn't, he wrapped his hand 
around his penis and stroked himself until he came in his hand. 


Getting up long enough to clean up, he went back to bed and it wasn't long until he drifted off to sleep. 
~Joe's Dream~ 

‘Ohh baby, you're so fucking hot." Joe moaned, thrusting inside her as he pressed her into the wall. Clasping 
her fingers, he huffed, thrusting faster and came, his cock throbbing inside her pussy as the seed filled the 


condom. 


Pulling out, he grinned, giving her a kiss. "Thank you baby, | needed that. | have to go." Joe smiled and gave her 


one more kiss. 

"Bye Joe, thank you." Janet grinned, leaving the suite after she got dressed. 

Joe walked naked into the bathroom and cleaned up, walking back into the bedroom and froze. Blinking, he 
rubbed his eyes and gasped. He wasn't in his hotel suite at all but down in the lobby and he looked down and he 
was buck naked. 


"Oh SHIT!" He started to turn when suddenly loud feminine screams surrounded him. 


Turning to look where the voices came from, Joe was alarmed to find dozens; no thousands of very horny 


women coming toward him and every one of them were naked. 


Some were tall, blonde and built like a brick shit house and others were shorter, less endowed and brunette. 


Others still were heavier, big busted, small busted and redheaded and some shaven and some not. 


"Joe, make love to me Joe. | love you, please make love to me." One woman screamed, running toward him, 


fighting off the other dozen or so women around her, trying to get at him. 
Joe's eyes widened and he opened his mouth to scream when the thousands of women started after him, all 
waving boxes of various kinds of condoms at him and all screaming "Make love to me Joe, | love you, l'm 


you're number one fan" 


Joe turned around and as fast as his long slender legs would carry him, ran down the corridor. The thousand 


or so voices screaming louder for him to come back, all they wanted was to make love to him. 


Joe tried every door, finding it locked. He began to panic and ran faster, feeling dozens of fingers, brushing his 
skin as he desperately tried to escape. 


"Fuck me Joe, | want to ride you baby." One woman screamed, close to his ear. 


Joe squealed, running faster and tried another door, this time finding it unlocked and ran inside. "God, what's 


happening?" He said, panting and looked up. 


Joe's eyes popped and he saw a very naked beautiful woman lying on a king sized bed, her long black hair, 
splayed out on the mattress and she looked up at him with dark green eyes. "Oh my god." 


"Joe, I've been waiting for you, make love to me baby.” She whispered, curling her finger and motioned for him 


to come over to the bed. 


Without knowing why, Joe obediently walked over to the bed and grinned as she slipped a condom onto his penis 


and he lay between her legs, entering her and moaned. 


"Ohhhh Joe, you're so good baby." She moaned, clamping her legs around his waist. 
Grunting, Joe thrust into her, faster and harder until he came, filling the condom. 


He got up, kissing her and thanked her for letting him in to escape the thousands of women chasing him and 
snuck out the door, thinking it would be safe now but that was far from the case. 


The thousands of women waiting patiently in the corridor instantly assaulted Joe. He ran, fleeing down the hall 
and kept trying the dozens of doors, finding each of them locked. 


"Make love to us Joe, we only want to fuck you hard and fast baby. We've got condoms Joe, make love to us." 
A woman said, her fingers brushing the edge of his silky blonde locks. 


Joe screamed, running faster and found a door open at the end of the hall and entered it. Breathing a sigh of 
relief, he panted, trying to catch his breath when he heard a feminine voice and he instantly tensed, his penis 


hardening. 


"Make love to me Joe, please baby, | want you to make me cum Joe." He looked on the bed and a woman with 


big breasts, somewhat thick waist and long blonde hair held up a condom. 


Joe went over to the bed and let her put the condom on him and he climbed on top of her and entered her, 
thrusting and thrusting and thrusting, until he came. 


"OHHH JOEEEEEEEEEE!!" The woman screamed, bucking her hips and came hard. 


Joe jumped up, wanting this nightmare to end and ran from the room, into the corridor and found himself 
being chased by the thousands of women again, screaming his name and running after him with boxes of 


condoms clutched in their fingers. 


Joe saw the end of the corridor, he knew the elevator was there and once he got on the elevator, he would 


escape from this nightmare. 


His cock kept throbbing, begging for attention as he responded to the female voices that moaned and screamed 


for him to make love to them. 


"lim almost there." Joe panted, running faster. He felt fingers touching his back and his legs as women dove for 


him, trying to tackle him and throw him to the ground so they could fulfill their lustful needs. 
Normally, he craved this sort of attention and grew hard at the thought of fucking a lot of beautiful women 
but this was out of control. He was being chased by thousands of women, all wanting the same thing, to fuck 


his brains out. 


He could have sworn he saw in the sea of faces, all of his ex's from past relationships, Karla, Kristine, Bobbie, 


Denise and all of them were naked, chasing after him with condoms, begging him to fuck them. 


Then there were the thousands of other women, all fans, some of them he recognized from past shows and 


some he recognized as being some of the many groupies he fucked. 


He saw the elevator he could almost reach it. "Oh god, I've got to get out of here." He screamed, feeling dozens 


of fingers on his back as he ran faster. They were closing in on him and he felt hands, all over his body. 


"Joe, fuck me Joe. You used to like fucking me baby." Bobbie screamed, running after him and shaking the box 
of Trojans at him. 


"NO, he's mine Bobbie, I'm going to fuck him." Kristine argued, running after Joe and tried pushing Bobbie out of 
the way. 


"NO, GET AWAY FROM ME." Joe screamed, running faster. The other thousands of women screamed his name, 
screaming for Joe to make love to them and he began feeling the slight splat of latex condoms being thrown at 
him. 


"N00000!" Joe screamed and just as he reached for the silver button on the elevator, the women tackled him 
and he went down. 


The sea of faces loomed over him as they piled on top of him, chanting "Make love to me Joe" waving boxes of 


condoms and he screamed, thrashing and flailing his arms. 


Joe screamed, then sat up, panting and looked around him. He was alone in the room and he realized he was in 


his bedroom. "FUCK, it was just a nightmare." 


Joe collapsed back on the bed and closed his eyes, panting and his cock throbbed. Feeling suddenly wary, he 


looked down and his eyes widened when he saw a condom on his penis. "What the fuck?" 


The door to the bathroom opened and Joe's eyes widened and he screamed when the thousands of women that 


had been chasing him began pouring out of the door. 


Scrambling out of the bed, he ran from the room, running for the door and heard their screams. "It's my turn 
Joe, make love to me Joe, please baby." They yelled, pushing their way through each other and held up the 


boxes of condoms. 


"THIS IS NOT HAPPENING!!" Joe screamed and tried turning the knob but it wouldn't turn. His cock seemed to 
have a mind of its own as it throbbed and stood at attention, pulsing in response to the women screaming at 
him. 


He felt hands on him, he was thrown to the floor, and the sea of faces grew steadily closer. "GET AWAY FROM 
ME!!" 


Joe screamed and threw his arms up and then opened his eyes, finding out he was dreaming. Panting heavily, 


he sat upright and looked down at his cock There wasn't any condom on it and he didn't have a hard on 


"Fuck, | don't want to have that dream again" He groaned and got up to use the bathroom. He splashed cold 
water on his face and went back to bed, figuring the nightmare was brought on by the amount of food he'd 
consumed. It wasn't long until he fell back asleep, this time, no nightmares plagued him but in the next room, 


his mate Sav was beginning to dream something entirely different. 


Sav tossed and turned, trying to get comfortable as his stomach did flip-flops and he was starting to go into 


dreaming. 

~Sav's Dream~ 

Sav grinned, rubbing his hands together as he stared at the miles of food, literally spread out along a wall. 
There were dozens of choices, including salad, fresh fruit, a taco bar filled with every kind of Mexican food 


such as beans, meat, cheese and tomatoes. 


Licking his lips, he wandered down the rows of food, searching for the one thing that was his favorite, sausage 


and Guinness. 


Suddenly, he spotted a buffet filled with dozens of different kinds of sausages. There were small one's, smoky 


one's, huge one's, peppered, stuffed and even Teriyaki one's. 


He grabbed a plate and a fork and stood there trying to decide which one he wanted first. "Hmm, so many 


choices." 


"What are you waiting for moron? Eat me, you know you want to Blondie, you over processed rock geek." 


Something said but who said it? 


Sav looked around to see if maybe his mates were standing nearby, ribbing him for his taste in food but they 
were all at the table, eating and laughing. 


Shaking his head, he decided he must be hearing things and looked down at the choices of sausages. 

"EAT ME, STUPID. I'll give you a stomach ache for a week" The voice said again. 

Sav leaned closer, his eyes widening as he stared at a small smoked sausage and the sausage had a tiny little 
mouth and eyes. The eyes were glaring at him and the mouth working frantically as it chewed him out. "What 


the fuck?" 


Sav rubbed his eyes, knowing he must be hallucinating and he opened them. Leaning closer to the sausage, his 
nose a mere centimeter from the tiny sausage when he felt a nip. "OW, bloody hell" Sav swore softly, rubbing 


his nose. 
"You bit me." Sav said, looking at the sausage and figured he must be losing his mind. 


"Don't be such a pansy. Are you going to eat me?" The tiny sausage demanded, the little mouth working and 


Sav leaned closer, trying to see if he were really seeing this. 
"No, eat me." Another sausage said, this one bigger and it had legs. 


"Don't eat them, eat me." A peppered sausage said, the mouth working and the eyes rolled toward the other 


sausages. "l'm his favorite, so he should eat me." 


‘Ive lost my bloody mind” Sav shook his head frantically and started to back away when he bumped into 


something. 


Turning around, Sav screamed when he stared at a frosted glass of Guinness about six-feet tall and the foam 


sloshing over the edge. 


"He can't forget to wash you down with a rice cold glass of Guinness." The beer said, the mouth sloshing beer 


as it drooled foam. 


"NO, YOU'RE NOT REALI!" Sav screamed and looked around him to see if anyone else was seeing this mad 


hallucination but everyone seemed oblivious to what was going on. 


The beer started coming toward him, sloshing and spilling beer over its top and leered at him. "Come on Savvy 


wavy, I'm your favorite, drink me baby." 

Sav screamed, turning to run when he collided with a seven-foot peppered sausage, moist with grease and it 
loomed over him, the mouth large and had pointed teeth. Screaming, he backed up, running into the beer. "NO, 
YOU'RE NOT REAL." 

"Would you like a big fat sausage Sav? EAT ME SAV, | know how much you want me Sav. I'm nice and juicy, 
EAT ME" The seven-foot sausage growled, walking closer to him and opened the mouth, pointed teeth dripping 
with saliva and grease. 

"NO, | DON'T WANT TO EAT YOU!!" Sav screamed, turning around and started running. 


"Come back Sav, eat me. No me, no me. SHUT UP, he wants me." The sausages screamed and Sav ran faster. 


He rolled his head, looking behind him and screamed when he saw the seven-foot sausage and the six-foot 


beer running after him. "NO, GET AWAY FROM ME" 


"EAT ME SAV, EAT ME SAV." The sausage screamed, chasing after him and Sav became alarmed when the 


large pointed teeth started snapping and drooling. 


Sav screamed like a girl and ran faster only his legs weren't getting him anywhere and the sausage and the 


beer were gaining on him. "NO000000000000000!!" 
Suddenly he fell face first and landed with a thud on something slick He looked down and became alarmed when 
he found himself on a giant white china plate and he tried picking himself up only his arms were suddenly too 


short and his legs were short and skinny, much like a toothpick 


Sav screamed when he caught his reflection in the plate and saw he wasn't human any longer but a large 


peppered sausage. 
He managed to get up and ran or tried running away and looked up and saw a giant fork looming toward him. 
Screaming, Sav ran and fell off the plate, landing hard on his face. "No, don't eat me." 


He found he had normal legs again and got up and ran, the seven-foot sausage and six-foot beer chasing him 


once again 
"EAT ME SAVII" The sausage screamed, the long sharp teeth snapping and snarling. 

"DRINK ME SAV! LICK MY FOAM!" The beer screamed, sounding eerily like his ex-wife Dara. 

Sav screamed and ran faster, sweat pouring down his face. Licking his lips, he swore he tasted sausage juice. 


He glanced down and became alarmed when he found that he, himself was a sausage, again and he heard 


clinking of metal. 


Daring to look behind him, he screamed when he saw a giant fork and knife chasing him, followed by the giant 
beer and sausage. "NO, GET Away from mel!" 


"EAT ME!" The sausage snarled, snapping teeth and drooling sausage juice. 
"DRINK ME, IM NICE AND FOAMY" The beer that sounded like Dara screamed, sloshing and dripping beer. 


"Let me taste your sausage." The fork screamed, leaning toward him and poked the tines of his head into Sav's 


butt. 


Sav screamed, trying to run and suddenly found his legs were being weighed down and he looked at his legs and 


squealed when he saw he was wading through a puddle of sauerkraut. 


"NO000, | am not a Sausage. | don't want to be eaten" 


"Let me slice you nice and thick" The knife screamed at him, poking his butt with the point of his silver metal 
edge. 


Sav ran faster, screaming and felt the foam the beer sloshing on his back and the sharp point of the fork 
poking him in the ass. "No, | don't want to be a sausage; | don't want to eat you." 


"EAT ME." The sausage hissed, snapping teeth and steady streams of juice pouring from the slick lips. 
"DRINK ME, LICK MY FOAM!" The beer giggled madly. 


"LET ME POKE YOUR SAUSAGE!" The fork squealed like some mad pig that had escaped from the farm and Sav 
felt the tines poking painfully in his ass. 


Sav screamed, running faster and slipped and slid through thick layers of sauerkraut and then suddenly he fell 
landing face first in the thick, smelly substance and yowled when he felt the sharp tines of the fork stabbing 
the tender flesh of his ass. 


"Let me slice you up and feed you to the fork" The knife yelled, laughing like an insane killer stalking its prey. 


"NO00, YOU CAN'T HAVE MY SAUSAGE!" Sav screamed, trying to get up, run but his legs felt heavy, and he 
kept falling in the slick sauerkraut. 


"Drink my juices baby. | know how much you like my juices." The beer that sounded like Dara screamed, the 


screams sounding much like a soft moan. 
Sav felt small nips at his ankles and he looked down and opened his mouth, screaming when he saw the smaller 
sausages, taking bites out of his ankle and some of them started crawling up his legs, nipping and biting like an 


annoying mosquito you couldn't quite swat. 


"NOOO, stop it, I'm not a delicacy." Sav screamed, trying to swat at the sausages that crawled up his legs but 


his arms were too short and he could hardly move. 
He squealed when one of the sausages bit him on the ass and another nipped him in the groin area. 
"Hold still sausage, | want to poke your meat" The fork laughed insanely, poking and stabbing his butt. 


"Lick me Savvy, my juice tastes like Guinness." The beer laughed hysterically, spilling beer on his face as it 


loomed over him. 


The knife suddenly opened its mouth, sharp, razor as if blades were its teeth, snapped, and clinked together, 
dripping saliva. "| want your sausage Savvvvy." 


Sav screamed, getting up and ran as fast as he could and running from the restaurant. He caught his 


reflection and saw he'd turned back into a normal human but felt his nightmare was far from over. 


Turning the corner, he screamed when the sausage, six-foot Guinness and the knife and fork ran after him, 


screaming at him and Sav bolted for the elevator and frantically pushed the buttons. 


"OPEN UP, OPEN UPI!" He panted, pushing and pushing the buttons and finally the doors opened and he ran 
inside only to find himself falling. 


Screaming, he flailed his arms and legs and screamed louder when he saw himself heading for a huge frying 


pan, flames from all around it, licking at its sides. "NOOOOOO!!" 
He landed ass first into the boiling hot pan and yowled, jumping up, grabbing his ass. "OW!!! HOT, HOT, HOT, HOT!" 


Sav screeched, hopping like a bunny and felt hot bubbles of vegetable oil, licking his toes, running around the 
pan and tried desperately to jump out. 


Sav looked up and squealed when he saw a man coming at him with a large spatula and Sav suddenly found 


himself being lifted in the air and thrown high, landing with a painful soft thud on the bottom of the pan 


He screamed, jumping up and then felt the sharp tines of the fork poking his ass. "No, | won't let you have my 


sausage.” Sav screamed, yowling and hopping on his feet. 


His soles burned from the hot vegetable oil and he clambered and climbed up the side of the pan, managing to 


get out and fell onto an even hotter stove. "YOWWWWWWI!" 


Sav ran and fled the kitchen, turning around to see if the seven-foot sausage, six-foot Guinness, the fork, and 
the knife were following him. 


"EAT ME SAVVVY!" The sausage screamed, running toward him and started closing in on him. 

"DRINK MY FOAM!!!" The beer screamed, sloshing and spilling beer and catching up with the sausage. 

"lm going to poke your sausage.” The fork laughed madly, clinking and hopping toward him. 

"II hold him down." The knife squealed, running to catch up. 

Sav screamed, sitting bolt upright in bed and ran for the bathroom, a second before he vomited in the toilet. 
When he was done, he got up, splashed cold water on his face, and brushed his teeth. "SHIT, | NEVER want to 
eat another sausage as long as | live. What a fucking nightmare." He moaned, walking back toward his room and 


climbed into bed as Phil was having his dream and slept without dreams. 


Phil looked up at the wooden sign hanging above the red painted door and wondered if this wasn't a mistake. He 
didn't really believe in this hocus pocus stuff but at this point he was desperate. 


Turning the knob, he went inside and his nostrils were instantly assaulted by the smell of incense and some 
kind of oils. He thought about leaving when the woman appeared from the back and she was wearing a long 


black dress and had nails painted in bright red. 


"You're here for the potion right?" She drawled, looking him up and down as if trying to determine why a man 


as handsome as this would have problems with women. 


Phil cleared his throat and nodded. "Yes but maybe this was a mistake. Things like that don't really work do 


they? This is kind of embarrassing, maybe | should go." He said nervously and turned to leave. 

“There's nothing to be embarrassed about Phil, | just can't figure out why you would need my potion You don't 
look as if you'd have problems in that area" She smiled softly, opening a jar of eye of Newt and took out a 
pinch, adding it to an open bottle in front of her, a dark liquid that seemed to steam when she added the 
ingredient. 


Phil blushed, avoiding her eyes. "I don't, | just want to be better, if you know what | mean" 


Alisha smiled, nodding her head and reached underneath the counter, pulling out a tall thin bottle, filled with a 
green liquid and pushed it toward him. 


"Here it is, just remember the person using it must be very careful. Greed will make the potion backfire and it 
could have disastrous results. Use it as directed on the bottle and you'll be fine." 


Phil took the bottle and grinned. "Thank you, how much do | owe you Miss?" 

"The potion is four-hundred and there are no refunds, except." She said, trailing off. 

"Except what?" Phil asked, wondering what she wasn't telling him. 

Alisha smiled, taking the cash he handed her. "I told you before, if you get greedy, it could have a side effect 
and I'd have to give you another potion to reverse the effects but it may not work. Just use it according to 


directions and you'll be fine." 


Phil nodded and clutched the bottle, leaving the store and quickly climbed into his car, heading back to the 


house. Once he reached home, he headed for his bedroom and entered the master bathroom. 


Phil stripped off his clothes and looked at the bottle. "Rub on penis liberally, twice a day for maximum results. 
WARNING, DO NOT put on more than two times a day or side effects may result. Desired effect should be 


reached within twenty-four hours." 


Phil tipped the bottle and poured the thick green liquid into his palm and rubbed it all over his penis and even 
his balls, then put the lid back on, walked naked back to his bed, and laid down. "I hope this works." 


~24 Hours Later~ 


Phil stood in front of the full-length beveled oak mirror and looked at his penis. It hadn't grown at all. "Why 
isn't it working? Maybe it's a bad potion Perhaps if | put it on more, it will work" 


He rubbed some more on his penis and decided if it didn't work by morning, he'd go back to that witch and 
demand his money back. Phil went to bed and lay awake for awhile, hoping the potion would work by morning. 


The next morning, Phil opened his eyes and his eyes widened when he saw a longer thicker penis. It wasn't 


much but it was noticeable. Grinning, he jumped up and ran over to the mirror. 
Sure enough, his penis had grown by at least an inch and became thicker in circumference. 


"YES, maybe now | can compete with that arrogant bloke Elliott.” Phil laughed and decided to rub some more of 
the potion on his penis. 


In rubbing, he noticed that his balls had also increased but not noticeably too much. Phil whistled happily and 
went to take a shower. Humming, Phil shampooed his hair and then washed his body with Old Spice body wash. 


Feeling something odd, he looked down at his penis and his eyes bulged when right before his eyes, his cock 
grew another inch. "Shit, this stuff works very well” He grinned and stepped out of the shower and dried off. 


At rehearsals, Phil and the guys went through some songs and Joe kept staring at his mate, wondering what 
was different about him. Deciding it must be because he got laid, he shrugged it off and they finished 


rehearsing. 


Joe and the guys were in the shower after the concert and Joe looked over at his mate at the right moment 
and he nearly fell when he saw something no man should ever notice about his male friends. Phil's cock grew 


an inch right before his eyes. 


Joe ran from the shower, got dressed quickly, and ran back to his car. They were staying in LA for the first 
right of the tour, then heading to Colorado. Joe headed back to Viv's and tried forgetting about what he saw. 


Phil chalked it up to being jealous and went to his own house and before bed, rubbed more of the potion on his 
penis and balls. 


Knowing he'd be even bigger when he woke up, he went to bed and dreamed about the beautiful woman he 
wanted to fuck but had turned him down because he wasn't big enough, well, he'd show her the next time they 


met. 


Phil woke up and grinned, looking down at his penis and screamed. His penis must be four feet long. "OH MY 


GODII!" He tried standing but his penis was so heavy that he couldn't without picking it up and holding it. 


Grunting, he held it, nearly knocking the table over and walked over to the mirror. 


He screamed again when he saw the full length of his penis that had a rock solid hard on and much to his 


dismay, grew another four inches in the minute he stood there. 


Suddenly Phil lost his balance, he fell backward, flailing his arms and landed with a thud on his back, his penis 
standing straight up in the air, suddenly his cock grew, reaching the ceiling, and it throbbed. 


He had to do something about this or he'd be in a world of pain. Taking both hands, he managed to wrap them 
around his cock and started stroking it, grunting and moaning. 


Phil panted and continued stroking his cock and moaned when he felt the beginnings of his orgasm but then 
realized his mistake. His juices released, gushing out and a huge stream of his juices soaked the ceiling and fell 


down, drenching him. 


Phil's cock then went limp and fell down, slapping him in the face and Phil became alarmed when his penis 
started moving and he screamed loudly when the end of his penis stood up and he saw a pair of eyes and a 


mouth. 

"Hey stud, what do you say we go out and find a woman? | just hope she can handle a macho stud like 
yourself. You're going to be famous, with a dick my size and | have news for you buddy, | just keep growing 
and growing.” The dick laughed and before Phil's eyes his penis grew another four feet and it pulled him up and 
started wrapping around his leg and around his waist. 


Phil screamed, his eyes bulged when he stared at the end of it and it talked to him. 


"Put on your pants and maybe no one will notice." The dick laughed, slithering like a snake up Phil's side and 


grew longer still. 


Phil screamed, trying to push it off him but it only tightened around him. He had to do something about this. 
He had to go back to that witch and get an antidote. 


He managed to put on some clothes, ducked into a limo standing at the curb, and told the driver the address. 


When the limo pulled up in front of the shop, Phil jumped out and fell down when his penis dropped to the 


ground. 


Grunting, Phil dragged it with him and entered the shop. "Hello, are you here? | have a problem. The potion you 


gave me worked too well." 


The beaded curtain moved and who stepped out was not Alisha but someore entirely different. 


Phil's eyes bulged, blinking and stared at the person behind the counter. "You're... you're... you're him?" He 


stammered, staggering closer, holding his large penis in his hand. 
The man laughed, pushing his thick coke bottle glasses up on his nose. "Yeah, that's what they tell me Mr. 
Collen. So, read any of my books lately? Do you like the plot for my next novel so far?" Stephen laughed, 


staring at Phil, his mouth turning up in an evil grin. 


‘lm a huge fan of yours Mr. King and I've read everything you've done but why do you ask if | like the plot 
for your next novel?" Phil asked, puzzled as he held his dick that was growling at him to not hold on so tight. 


"Loosen up you moron. Are you trying to strangle me?" His dick asked, the little mouth snarling at him. 
"Shut up." Phil scowled at his penis and shook his head, realizing he was talking to his peris. 


"Mr. Collen, don't you see that you're the subject of my next novel. | like to call it "The dick who took over 
California" Stephen laughed wickedly, picking up his book Needful Things, grinning eerily at Phil. 


"Would you like an autograph? | can also pose for a pic with you Mr. Collen" Stephen chortled, reaching up to 
scratch his ear and Phil became alarmed when his hand wasn't a hand at all but a claw with a long black nail. 


"| don't want a bloody autograph dip shit, | want my dick back to normal. Can you help me?" Phil growled, 
fearing he was never going to escape this nightmare. 


‘Oh | wish | were an Oscar Meyer wiener, then everyone would be in love with me." Phil's dick sung happily, 


swinging around and looked greedily at the copy of playboy Stephen had sitting behind the counter. 


"Woohoo, | want to fuck that Phil. Can we get laid tonight, huh, huh, huh?" Phil's dick said, showing pearly white 
teeth. 


Phil had to fight the urge to scream and took a deep breath. "Shut up Dick, you can't talk, you hear me?" 


Stephen roared with laughter and folded his hands across his chest. "| couldn't write this any better. Man goes 
crazy, talking to his dick and swears his dick talked back, on the next Oprah." 


"Yuck, yuck, yuck" That's a good one Stephen" Phil's dick laughed, spittles of white liquid dripping from his 
teeth. 


"SHUT UP! Can you help me Stephen, please.” Phil begged, jerking and felt his dick grow again. 


Stephen rolled his eyes and sighed. "Yes, | can help you." He reached underneath the counter and pulled out a 
bottle of clear liquid in an old-fashioned perfume bottle with a sprayer. 


"Spray this on before you go to bed tonight and your dick will be back to normal in the next eight hours.” 


"FOLLOW THE DIRECTIONS, or you will have an adverse effect and you'll wake up with NO dick." He snickered, 
starting to hand him the bottle. "That will be nine-hundred dollars." 


"NINE-HUNDRED DOLLARS? You've got to be shitting me." Phil scowled, pulling out his wallet and handed him all 
the cash he had in his leather wallet. 


"Oh | wish | were an Oscar Meyer Weiner, then everyone would be in love with me." Phil's dick sung, staring 


hungrily at a woman in playboy with big breasts. 
"SHUT UP!" Phil seethed, smacking the top of his dick. 


Stephen laughed, counting Phil's money and then stared at him. "Whatever you do, don't let your dick fuck a 


woman or you'll be cursed with this huge dick forever." 


Phil swallowed, nodding and picked up his dick, stuffing it into his pants and hobbled out of the store, Stephen 


King's laughter ringing in his ears. 


Phil reached his house a few minutes later and went upstairs, dragging his dick behind him, entered the 
bedroom, and stripped off his clothes. 


He looked at the bottle Stephen had given him and had a momentary thought as to whether or not he could 


trust a man who wrote novels of the bizarre and close to insane. Phil didn't have much choice. 


Spraying his dick liberally, Phil gritted his teeth when the clear liquid stung a little and then rubbed the stuff 


in, according to directions and went to bed to wait and see if his dick would go back to normal. 


Phil fell into a fitful sleep, dreaming that his own dick wrapped around his neck and choked him. Tossing and 
turning his head, Phil moaned and found himself dreaming about the beautiful woman that had invaded his 


dreams a couple of nights ago. 


He was fucking her, he felt his dick thrusting in and out, and she was screaming and moaning. Phil felt suddenly 


weird and he moaned, feeling his dick moving. 


Opening his eyes, he screamed when he realized his dick had grown and it was sliding back and fourth. Getting 
up, he picked up his dick and followed it through the bedroom and down the stairs. Phil began sobbing when he 
kept walking and the length of his dick led him outside and down the steps. 


Moaning, he felt an intense pleasure and he knew this pleasure well. Walking faster, Phil followed the dick across 
the street to Anne's house, his current girlfriend, he was alarmed to find the front door open, and he went 


inside and followed his dick up the spiral stairs and into Anne's bedroom. 


Pushing open the door, he screamed when he saw Anne on the bed, naked and her legs were spread and his 


over 65-foot dick was fucking her and she was screaming and moaning. 
Anne opened her eyes and moaned loudly when the dick thrust hard and it came inside her and she screamed, 
climaxing and then screamed in terror when she realized Phil wasn't actually on the bed with her and instead, 


stood nearly eight feet away, his huge dick inside her. 


Phil screamed and screamed, thrashing his legs and arms and woke up in a cold sweat. He immediately grabbed 


his crotch and looked down, relieved to find his dick was normal. 


"Oh, thank god, it was only a dream." Phil panted, collapsing back onto the bed and closed his eyes, now Viv's 


dream was about to begin just a few doors down from Phil. 


Viv whistled as he walked up to the tall long haired raven beauty leaning against the wall, a slow smile 


spreading across his lips. "Hey beautiful, do you know what would look good on you?" He slurred drunkenly. 
Carlotta rolled her eyes and looked at him. "What pray tell?" 


Viv grinned, boldly sliding his hand underneath her skirt and cupped her ass, leaning into kiss her neck. "Me, as | 


make love to your luscious body." 


Carlotta hissed, pushing him back and slapped him smartly across the face, then reached into her black 


drawstring purse. 


Pulling out a small satchel and opened it, picking up a pinch of a white powder substance and pursed her dark 


red velvet lips, blowing the powder in Viv's face. 


"Soon, you'll know what it's like to be on the receiving end" She drawled, walking away and leaving Viv standing 


there stunned. 
Sav came up and clapped Viv's shoulder, smirking. "Way to go stud." 
Viv just shook his head and after saying his goodbyes left the party to go back to his suite to sleep it off. 


Yawning, Viv stretched his arms and threw back the covers, standing up and rubbed his eyes. "God, what a 
fucking night" 


Walking into the bathroom, Viv scratched his head and lifted the toilet seat. Pulling down his pants, he reached 
for his cock and suddenly his eyes bulged when he didn’t feel anything. "What the fuck?" 


He felt with his hand and gulped, feeling something entirely different. Trying not to panic, he closed his eyes 
and felt his crotch. "SHIT!" Viv swore and felt what similarly felt like female genitals. 


Viv looked down and screamed, crushing his hands against his chest and felt his breasts, no they weren't his 


breasts, they were a woman's breasts. 


He stepped in front of the mirror and his eyes bulged when the reflection that stared back at him, wasn't him 
at all but the reflection of a very striking woman with long, dark curly hair and a shapely body with breasts, 


nearly the size of Jenna Jameson, his favorite Porn star. 


Pinching his nipples, he couldn't believe what he was seeing. "This CAN'T BE FUCKING HAPPENING!" He screamed, 
staring at his crotch and instead of a dick, he had a nicely shaven pussy and To make things worse, he was 
pierced and his belly button was also pierced. 


Viv suddenly heard a loud knock on the door and he flipped his head around when he heard a loud burly voice. 


"Hey Roxy, get your pretty ass up, it's time to go to the club." The voice on the opposite side of the door said 
gruffly. 


Viv walked into the other room and pulled on a lavender silk robe and opened the door, his eyes bulging when a 
huge six-foot seven-inch man stood there with a baldhead and wore John Lennon glasses. "Club? What club?" 


He asked, covering his breasts with his hands. 


Mick laughed, reaching his hand out and pinched Viv's ass. "Don't tease me beautiful, get dressed, we're running 


late and your favorite customers are going to be in the audience." 


"I heard Motley Crue is going to be there too, so you'll get lots of tips. Get dressed or I'll pack you over 
naked." He frowned, shutting the door. 


Viv shook his head, not believing this was happening and walked over to the dresser, expecting to find men's 
briefs, socks and jeans but instead opened it and found a lot of white satin thongs, matching bra's and 


pantyhose. 


Not having much choice, he put on a satin thong and a bra, rolled thigh high white panty hose over his legs, 
and looked at them, noting they were shapely and shaven. "OH GOD!" 


Pulling on a short leather mini skirt, Viv applied some make-up and collected the purse that sat on top of the 


dresser and walked out the door. 
Mick whistled and slapped his ass. "You look HOT babe; lets go before Greg has both our hides." 


Viv's eyes bulged when he looked up and saw the flashing neon sign of the local strip club him and Phil often 


went to and walked in with Mick in a side door. 
"Go get ready doll, your public awaits. I'll go out front” Mick left Viv and walked down a narrow corridor. 


Viv looked up at a small door and saw the name Roxy, the name this Mick guy called him when he came to the 


door and entered it. 


Viv's eyes widened when he saw a vast array of costumes and a vanity that ran the full length of the room 
and had a literal buffet of make-up and perfumes. 


Viv swallowed, wishing to hell he could wake up from this nightmare and looked at the skimpy nurses uniform 


hanging from the mirror with a note pinned to it. He grabbed the note and read it. 
"Hey Roxy, this is your outfit for today. Your favorite customers love this and it looks hot on you babe. Mick" 


Viv didn't have a choice and undressed, staring at the reflection in the mirror, still not believing he had a 


woman's body. He got dressed in the outfit and opened the door when Mick knocked. 


Mick growled low in his throat, slid his hand underneath the skirt, and slapped Viv's ass. "You look good enough 
to eat." 


Viv jumped, feeling sick to his stomach and followed Mick through the crowds of other girl's making their way 


backstage after having done their performance. 


Viv heard the announcer talking and the loud whoops of the men in the crowd The announcer was introducing 


him, no her. 


"And now, the woman you've all been waiting for, ROXY!" The announcer yelled, sweeping his hand across and 


pointing to Viv and the men in the audience went wild, hollering and whistling. 


Viv strolled out on the stage, feeling like he was going to vomit and music began to pulse as Golden Earrings 
"Twilight Zone boomed in his ears. 


Without even knowing how, Viv began strutting across the stage, swaying his hips and wrapped his hand around 
the tall silver pole in the center of the stage and straddled it, thrusting his hips against it and the men 


screamed and hollered. 


Viv reached up and unzipped the nurses uniform and slowly stripped it off, leaving him in a bra and panties and 


the men hollered and whistled. 


Viv looked to his right and saw all the guys from Motley Crue sitting there and they were drunk and whistling 


for him to come over and give Vince a lap dance. 


Turning around, Viv's eyes bulged when he saw Joe, Rick, Phil and Sav sitting in the front row, drinking beers, 
whistling, and waving dollar bills in the air. 


"Come over here sweet thing. | have something for you." Joe whistled, waving a bill in the air. 


Viv strutted over and sat down on the stage, lifting and spreading his legs and wrapping them around Joe's 
waist and pulled his face into his breasts and jiggled. "Hey baby, what have you got for me?" 


Joe grinned, stuffing the bill in Viv's G-string and grabbed his breast. "Hmm, these are so nice. Do you want to 
go home with me beautiful?" He slurred, playing with his nipple. 


Viv slapped his hands away and growled. "You couldn't handle me honey." Viv got up and felt the sharp slap of 
Joe's hand on his ass. 


Viv snapped his head around and shot Joe a look and winked, grabbing the pole and climbed it, sliding down and 
thrusted against it. 


Vince Neil waved a twenty-dollar bill at him, Viv strutted over, the music pulsing in the background, and Vince 


pulled back, curling his finger and motioned for Viv to give him a lap dance. 


There was something so wrong about this but Viv climbed down off the stage and straddled Vince's lap and 
ground his hips into his crotch and shoved Vince's face into his breasts and grabbed his hands, putting them 


on his ass. 


"WO00HO00, GO VINCE, GO FOR IT!" Tommy yelled, reaching over and stuffed a dollar bill in the back of Viv's 
G-string. 


Vince drunk and horny, grabbed Viv's breasts and started kissing his neck and pushed a hand between Viv's 
legs. 


Viv freaked and jumped up, slapping Vince across the face and ran up on the stage, his chest heaving and tears 


streamed from his eyes. 


Mick ran over, grabbed Vince by the collar, threw him out, and told the rest of the Crue to get out. "I told 
you, NO TOUCHING the GIRL'S, NOW GET OUT!" 


Mick came back over and looked at Viv. "Are you okay sweetheart? Can you go on? Phil over there wants a lap 


dance and he promised to behave." 
Viv nodded, wiping at his eyes, his other hand covering his large breasts. What the hell was going on? 


He thought to himself. He couldn't control what was happening and he suddenly felt like a piece of meat, much 
like what the woman at the party felt like. 


Viv smiled and strutted back on stage and climbed down the stairs and stood in front of Phil, straddling his lap 
and began gyrating his hips over his crotch and pushed his breasts into Phil's face. 


Joe, Rick and Sav whooped and hollered, whistling and Phil grinned, stuffing a couple of dollar bill's down Viv's g- 


string. 


"DAMN, YOU"RE HOT BABY!!" Phil growled, moaning as Viv ground his hips into his crotch and Phil felt a 


hardness in his jeans. 
Viv suddenly felt the room closing in on him and he had to get out of there. 


Viv finished the lap dance and closed his eyes as he felt Phil's hands on his ass and pinched him, then felt Sav 


slapping his ass as he jumped back on the stage. 


Viv turned his back, bending over and spread his legs, looking between them and winked at Joe, then stood up 
and gathered the clothes and left the stage, hearing loud whoops, hollers, and whistles. 


Viv ran back to the dressing room, slammed the door, leaning against it, and felt a lump in his throat and he 


felt queasy. 


Collecting his thoughts, he opened his eyes and walked over to the mirror, hoping this was a dream and looked 
at the reflection The woman still stared back at him, she was naked except for the sequined thong that ran up 
the crack of his ass, and dozens of dollar bills were stuffed into it. 


"GOD, IF YOU GET ME BACK MY BODY, | SWEAR | WILL NEVER BE AN ASS AGAIN.” Viv yelled, his body shaking 


uncontrollably. 


"Hey baby, are you going to be all night? Come on sweetheart, | want to take my lady home.” The all too 


familiar voice of his mate Joe said from the other side of the door. 


"IIl be right out” Viv said in the strangely feminine voice. "God, what's happening to me?" Viv squeaked and 
started to get dressed. 


Viv walked out a few minutes later and much to his dismay, Joe was waiting for him and he put his arm 


around Viv's waist. 

"You were very hot tonight babe." Joe grinned, putting his hand on Viv's ass. They arrived back at the hotel 
and Viv kept praying for this to be over. Viv panicked when Joe undressed and climbed into bed, patting the 
empty space beside him. 


Viv climbed into bed after undressing and closed his eyes, praying for Joe to go to sleep. 


Viv snapped his eyes open and woke up screaming. He looked down at his body and breathed a sigh of relief, he 
was back to normal. Swallowing, he looked beside him and found the bed empty. "Fuck, it was just a dream." 


Rick scratched his head and threw back the covers, tossing his feet over the edge and stood up, his feet 
hitting the floor at what felt like a longer stride and the tiles were cold. 


He stretched and walked toward the bathroom, the sleeves of his pajamas top slid down past his wrists and 
hung about three inches past his fingertips. 


Furrowing his brow, Rick's brain felt foggy as he tried remembering what he'd done the previous night. 
Humming, Rick opened his travel toothbrush, squirted Crest mint gel onto the bristles, and looked in the mirror. 


There was something off but he couldn't figure out what it was and he leaned over, spitting in the sink and 
put his hand beneath the spray, collecting water in his palm and rinsed his mouth. 


Standing up again, Rick looked at his reflection and noticed his pajamas were a little big, when the night before, 
they were the perfect size. Figuring he must still be half-asleep, Rick walked back into the bedroom and opened 
his suitcase and picked out a pair of black jeans and a white short-sleeved top. 


Pulling off his pajamas, he slipped into his pants and immediately noticed they were also too big and the cuff 


was about four inches too long. 

"This is weird." Rick said as he tried remembering last night. The last he remembered was having drinks with 
the guys and then he met this woman who he thought was a little strange and when he talked to her, she told 
him she was a Gypsy. 


She went on about how they believed in curses and they traveled in caravan's much like the old days and Rick 


teased her about it and said he didn't believe in such nonsense. 


The woman hadn't taken it kindly and she got mad when Rick continued to push and then she said something to 
him in a foreign language he didn't understand and left. 


He shrugged it off as just being upset that he hadn't believed in what she did and perhaps chewed him out in 
her language and didn't think anymore of it. 


Rick left the hotel suite, went downstairs to the lobby, and entered the bar where his mates were unwinding 


after a concert earlier in the evening and sat down beside Sav. 


Sav looked at him strangely and smirked. "Hey Rick, forget to put on your shoes? You look shorter than you 
usually do?" He snickered, taking a sip of his beer. 


"Sod off Sav, I'm not in the mood for your lame jokes." Rick scowled, his head throbbing from the previous 
night's party. 


Joe raised his eyes and looked at Rick "Now that you mention it Sav, Rick does look different. Maybe he's just 
lost weight." 


Rick frowned, picking up a glass of water and sipped it. "I'd appreciate it if you'd talk to me as if l'm here." He 


growled, setting the glass down and suddenly, Rick felt a twinge in his entire body and he took a deep breath 


and then he noticed his sleeves were suddenly longer. 
Phil looked at Rick worriedly. "Are you okay mate, you don't look so good” 


Rick shook his head. "I've got a headache, | think l'Il go up and lie down. I'm still kind of hung over." He got up 


and smiled. "I'll see you blokes in the morning." 
Joe smiled, nodding. "Okay Rick, have a good sleep." 


Rick went back upstairs and when he got in the suite, he locked the door and went to the bathroom. Looking at 
his reflection, he pulled on his sleeves and noted they were another inch too long. "This is getting weird." 


Trying not to think about it, Rick opened his travel bag and pulled out a bottle of Excedrin and dumped two pills 
onto his palm and popped them in his mouth then filled a tall glass tumbler full of cool water and swallowed 


the pills. 


He drank the entire glass, put it down, leaving the bathroom, and kicked off his shoes as he approached the 
bed and undid his pants. Pulling off his shirt, Rick climbed into bed and closes his eyes and hoped his headache 
would be gone in the morning. 


Rick yawned, waking up and he felt great, his headache was gone but there was something very wrong. 


He didn't know what it was for a split second until he realized he was no longer wearing his pajamas. They were 
laying on the bed and they looked ten feet long, only Rick knew that wasn't the case, he was the one that was 


too small. 


Rick swung his feet and started to get up off the bed when he looked down and the floor looked like it was 
about twenty-feet down. "What the hell?" 


Rick turned on his stomach, grabbed the sheet, and slowly climbed down. Once he reached the floor, Rick looked 
around and jumped when he saw his giant shoe. "OH MY GOD! What's happened to me?" 


Rick ran toward the bathroom and looked up, the door knob looked like it was about ten feet above him. 
Groaning, Rick decided to push it open. Grunting, he pushed with all his might and finally managed to get it open 


enough to walk in and he turned toward the door so he could see himself in the full length mirror. 


When he caught sight of his reflection, he screamed when he saw he was only about four inches tall. "What 


did that Gypsy do to me?" He squeaked, then heard a knock on the door. 


"Rick, it's Joe, are you coming down to breakfast?" Joe yelled through the door and when he didn't hear Rick 


answer, he decided to let himself in and check on his mate to make sure he was okay. 


Rick panicked, he looked around the room for something to put on. Since he was only four inches tall, he didn't 


have clothes that fit him. Then his eye caught sight of the pinky sized band-aid and he ran over to it and 
grabbed the end, standing on it with his feet and ripped open the paper. 


Peeling back the paper on the adhesive, Rick laid down and grabbed one end and rolled himself to the other end, 
wrapping it around his body and when he reached the end, patted it down to secure it and got up. 


"Oh god, this is stupid" Rick growled and ran into the other room and saw Joe looking around. 


"m down here Joe, down here." Rick yelled, waving his arm and ran over to Joe, jumping up and down and 


yelled. "HERE JOE, LOOK DOWN." 


"Rick are you here mate? We've got to hurry, we're leaving soon" Joe shrugged and figured that maybe he 


went out for some coffee. He wrote Rick a quick note on the hotel stationary and turned to leave. 


Rick panicked and figured if he didn't do something, Joe would leave without him. Rick jumped and grabbed onto 
Joe's pant leg with one hand, hanging onto the slick leather and tried climbing. 


Joe walked out and shut the door, taking long strides down the corridor and whistled softly, nodding and smiling 


at two young women walking down the hall. 


Rick climbed further up Joe's pant leg, reaching the knee and when Joe turned the corner, he nearly lost his 
grip when Joe's knee bent and he kicked his leg out. 


"Slow down Joe, | can't hang on" Rick squeaked, looking up at him but Joe didn't hear him. 


Joe entered the lobby and shook his head at Sav, Phil and Viv who were standing there with their suitcases, 


waiting for the car to arrive to take them to the airport. 
"Rick's not in his room. | guess he went for coffee. He'll meet us at the airport, I'm sure. | left him a note." 
Mal shook his head. "Well, if that bloke doesn't show up at the airport, I'm leaving his ass here." 


Everyone went outside, threw their suitcases in the limo, and climbed in the back. Joe sat down and crossed 


his legs. 
Rick screamed, his screams muffled as the leather of Joe's pant leg wrapped around him and then Joe's knee 
squashed him. Managing to wiggle out, Rick jumped to the floor, found a molding piece to climb, and climbed up 


the side, ending up on the seat between Joe and Sav. 


‘I'm down here Joe, look down here you big Oaf" Rick screamed at him, grabbed a handful of Joe's shirt, and 


started climbing his sleeve. 


Joe reached his hand up and scratched his sleeve, feeling something on his arm and curled his finger on his 


thumb and flicked at whatever was on his sleeve, figuring it was a bug of some sort. 
Rick screamed as he went flying through the air and flailed his arm and legs. "AIEEEEEEE!!!" 


He landed with a thud against the door and much to his dismay, slid down the white leather and landed ass 
first into the ashtray, full of cigarette butts and ashes. 


"OH GROSS!" Rick coughed, sputtering and spitting, trying to get the taste of ash out of his mouth. 


"Thanks a lot Joe." He brushed off the ashes and his eyes widened when he saw the adhesive of the band aid 


was beginning to come loose. "SHIT! | need to let them know I'm here." 


Rick grabbed Joe's sleeve again, began climbing, and worked his way up to his shoulder and he started to fall 
and grabbed a handful of Joe's hair. 


"OW!" Joe yelped, scratching his head where Rick had a hold of his hair and nearly knocked Rick off again. 


Rick held on and climbed up further, reaching Joe's ear. "JOE, IM RIGHT HERE. | SOMEHOW GOT SHRUNK; IM 
ON YOUR SHOULDER!" 


Joe swatted at his ear, only hearing a small buzzing and thought it was a mosquito. "It's not like Rick to just 
disappear like that, | hope everything's okay.” 


Rick growled, wondering if his mate was hard of hearing. Not knowing what else to do, Rick grabbed Joe's ear 


and bit down, biting Joe's lower lobe. 
Joe screamed and grabbed his ear, feeling something small hanging on his ear. "OW, SHIT, something bit me." 


Sav's eyes widened when he saw what was on Joe's ear. "Umm, | don't know how to tell you this mate but it's 


Rick, Rick's on your ear." 

Joe laughed and grabbed at his ear, pulling whatever it was off and looked at it and screamed, nearly dropping 
Rick when he saw his mate and he was no taller than four inches. "WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON? What's 
more, why are you wearing a band aid?" 


"Because | wanted to try something new. Why do you think dummy?" Rick growled, tapping his hand on his side. 


Sav, Phil and Viv all leaned forward and stared at Rick, held between Joe's fingers and couldn't believe what 


they were seeing. 
"Shit, how did this happen?" Sav said, leaning closer and Rick reached out and slapped his nose. 


"Back off Sav, | feel dumb enough." Rick scowled, looking at Joe. 


"Joe, | think that gypsy chick shrunk me the night before last. | made fun of her ard | think she put a curse 
on me. We've got to find her and get her to take it off, please; | don't want to be this small forever." Rick 
begged, feeling awkward as his mates kept staring at him. 


Joe had to suppress the urge to laugh and nodded his head. "Okay mate, where did you meet her? Do you have 


any idea where she lives?" 


Rick nodded slowly. "She lives at that magic shop we visited the other day. She owns it. Please, take me there 


and get her to unshrink me." 


Joe laughed and nodded. "Okay mate, hang on, we'll get you some help. Meantime, we should get you some 
clothes. Nothing personal mate but | don't want you flashing anyone." 


Sav, Phil and Viv laughed and Phil told the driver to turn around. "We'll get you out of this mate." Phil assured 


him. 


The limo took them back to town and stopped in front of the magic shop they had gone to the other day when 
looking for something fun to do and Joe put Rick in his pocket and they walked into the shop. 


The Gypsy woman smiled at them when they walked through the beaded curtains. "How can | help you?" 
Joe reached into his pocket and pulled Rick out, setting him on the counter. 
"You did something to my mate and | want him changed back. | don't know what you did but undo it, NOW!" 


The Gypsy looked at him and smirked, leaning down and huffed, knocking Rick over with her breath. "Your friend 


insulted me; l'm not removing the curse until he apologizes." 


Joe picked up Rick, rescuing him from falling off the counter, held him up between his fingers, and had him 
look at the Gypsy. "Apologize mate or you'll stay this size forever.” 


Rick growled and looked at the woman. “Alright, I'm sorry | made fun of you. | didn't mean it, okay? | just didn't 


understand. Now can you please unshrink me?" 


The Gypsy woman smiled and nodded. "Yes, I'll undo the curse but it will take twenty-four hours for it to 


reverse itself" She closed her eyes and began speaking in a foreign tongue. 


Joe, Sav, Phil and Viv looked at each other and shrugged. Joe held Rick until she stopped chanting and then set 


him on the counter. 


The Gypsy woman opened her eyes and smiled. "There, it's undone, just take him home and keep him out of 


trouble for twenty-four hours and he'll be back to normal by tomorrow at this time." 


Joe thanked her and put Rick in his pocket. They left the shop, still not believing this was actually happening. 
"Okay mate, we'll go to the store and get you something to wear in the meantime.’ 


Joe had the driver stop at the local Wal Mart and pulling on dark sunglasses, him and the other guys walked in 
and headed straight to the toy department. 


Joe felt awkward as he picked out a small doll outfit of a pair of slacks and a shirt, about the size of a Polly 
pocket and walked up to the counter and paid for it, trying to ignore the stares of the employee as he handed 
her the credit card. 


They left the store and headed back to the hotel. They called Mal to the room and Mal about shit when he 
saw Rick and they told him what happened. 


Mal called the airport and had their flight delayed for twenty-four hours and then the guys decided they 
needed to get something to eat. 


Joe put Rick in his pocket, they walked down to the restaurant, and all of them sat in a booth at the back so 
they wouldn't be disturbed. 


Joe sat Rick on the drink coaster on the table and offered Rick a drink of water through the straw. Rick shook 
his head and backed away. 


"No, | think that's how | got in this mess. Just get me something to eat." Rick's stomach was growling and he 


hadn't eaten anything since the night before. 


Joe ordered him a hamburger and told Rick he'd share it with him. The other guys still had a hard time 
believing this and decided in order to keep their sanity, they needed to talk about other things. 


Rick tapped Joe's finger. "I need to piss." 

Joe groaned and picked up Rick, slipping him into his pocket and got up. "Okay mate, we'll be right back." 
Joe took him outside, knowing there was a small shrub out there in a pot. He couldn't take Rick in the 
bathroom or he'd get flushed and smoked a cigarette while Rick took care of business. "This shit is 


unbelievable." 


Rick unzipped his pants and whizzed, then zipped them back up. "How do you think | feel? This is too fucking 


weird.” 


Rick started to walk back around when he heard a low growl. Rick screamed when he looked up and stared into 


the eyes of a large cat. "JOE, THERE'S A CAT.” 


It was too late and the cat lunged at him, intending to make Rick dinner and Rick screamed, running around the 
bush and ran through the dirt and around the corner, trying to escape the cat. "HELP JOE!!!" He screeched, 


jumping out of the way, as the cat's paw reached out to swat him. 


Joe ran after the cat and tried grabbing it to get him away from Rick but the cat dodged him and lunged at 
Rick. "GET THE FUCK AWAY CAT!" 


Rick looked up and screamed as the cat opened its mouth and his tongue lashed out, trying to grab Rick like he 


would a mouse he was hunting and Rick dodged him just before he became a tasty morsel. 


Joe grabbed the cat and threw him gently away and yelled at him, telling him to scram then picked up Rick. 
"Are you okay mate?" 


Rick nodded, panting and sweat poured down his face. "Yes, just take me inside before anything else happens.’ 


Rick groaned, his heart racing. 


Joe grinned and put Rick in his pocket and they went back inside. Joe sat down at the booth and put Rick on 
the coaster again. He told the other's what happened and they chuckled, trying not to make fun of the fact 
that Rick was almost cat food. 


"You blokes think you're so fucking funny." Rick snarled and sat down on the coaster and ripped a chunk of 
hamburger off and stuffed it in his mouth. 


Joe grinned, looking down at his mate. "I'm sorry but this is a little too twilight zone if you know what | mean" 
Rick nodded and chewed his hamburger. "Yeah, I'll just be glad to get back to normal." 


Joe nodded and raised his hand. "Yeah me too mate." He said and without thinking, he brought his hand down, 
slapped the table hard, and heard a squish. "OH SHIT!" Joe said, his eyes bulging and lifted his hand. 


Rick woke up screaming and panted, looking down at his body. He was normal and he wasn't squashed. "GOD, 


WHAT A FUCKING NIGHTMARE." 


Rick said, breathing a sigh of relief. 
The next morning in the hotel restaurant, all the guys were buzzing about the dreams each of them had after 
the eating so much at the party and they laughed hard about the dream Viv had and the one Joe had about 


the women chasing him. 


"I tell you, I've got an all new respect for women" Viv grinned, deciding it was best from now on to not treat 
women like a piece of meat and even though it was a dream, he knew that being in the other's shoes, he saw 


how men sometimes treated women and he vowed not to be like them. 


Joe laughed and nodded. "Yeah me too and I've decided maybe it would be a good idea to abstain for awhile. 
NOT!" Joe laughed and the other guys roared with laughter. Joe loved making love to women but he did realize 


that it was best to at least not be so promiscuous and always take precautions. 


‘I'm never complaining about my size again | figure I've got about as much or more than Joe, so who am | to 
bitch?" Phil laughed and Joe threw a piece of ice at him. 


"Sod off Collen, you've got nothing on me." Joe grinned and ducked when Phil threw a piece of toast at him. 


"The thing | learned is l'm never going to eat another sausage and not pig out. My stomach can't handle it" Sav 


grinned and figured he would eat sausage again, someday but for now, he wanted nothing to do with them. 


The guys laughed and Rick shook his head. "I learned | shouldn't make fun of someone because of what they 


believe in and from now on, | don't ever want to see another cat as long as | live." Rick laughed. 

The guys roared with laughter and they stood up. Joe threw money on the table and they walked out after 
paying the bill. "| guess we've all learned something. God, | hope | never have another dream like that again" Joe 
grinned as they left the hotel and climbed aboard the tour bus. 

All the guys agreed and the bus pulled out and they headed to their next gig in Tulsa. That night after the 
concert, all of them went to bed, slept without nightmares, thus ending their Leppard Dreams. 


THE END 


